MUTINY MEMOIRS.               fig
mind telling off. The Azadpore picquet
is being driven in." By this time not
more than 20 or 25 men were in their
saddles, and away we went after San-
ford as hard as we could tear, leaving
the rest of the regiment to follow as
soon as it could be got together. Through
the flying animals and camp followers,
many of them wounded, we galloped
along, straining our eyes into the dis-
tance; and presently we saw the pic-
quet, surrounded by clouds of the rebel
horse, being driven slowly back, stub-
bornly fighting and disputing every inch
of ground. As we hove into sight the
enemy more or less disengaged itself
from the picquet, and attempted to throw
itself into formation to meet our attack.
There must have been several hundred
of them. The whole ground in front
seemed thick with them; and I must
confess my heart sank within me when
the gallant Sanford, instead of waiting
for the reinforcements which must have
been close behind us, simply increased
the pace, and evidently meant to hurl